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Maximus Letter # whatever 


chockablock 

Once a man was traveling through the woods, and 
he heard some distance off a sound of feet beat¬ 
ing the ground* He went to find the people who 
made the sound, and it was a full week before 
he came to them. It was a man and his wife danc¬ 
ing around a tree in the top of which was a rac¬ 
coon. By their constant treading they had worn 
a trench in the ground, and were in it up to their 
waists. When the man asked them why they did it 
they said they were hungry and they were trying 
to dance the tree down to catch the raccoon. 

Now the man told them there was a better way to 
fell a tree, a new way, and he showed them how to 
cut it down In return for which he asked the skin 
jf they had the meat of the raccoon. So they tanned 
it and off he went. 

Another distance, in the path in the forest, he 
met another man who was carrying'his house on his 
head. He was frightened at first but the man put 
his house down and shook hands with him, and while 
they had a smoke together, and talked, the man 
noticed the raccoon skin and asked where he got 
it. He told him, from the dancing man and his wife. 

This was enough to get the other started. He offered 
him anything for the skin and finally the house. Look¬ 
ing it over our man was delighted to find it had so 
many rooms and such good furniture. But he said I 
never could carry it as you do. Yes, sd the man who 
belonged somewhere else, just try it, and he found he 
could, it ’was as light as a basket. 

So he went off carrying his house until night when 
he came to a hard-wood ridge near a good spring of 
water and put it down. Inside was a wide bed covered 
with a white bear-skin, and it was very soft, and he 
was tired and he slept very well. In the morning, it 
was even better. Hanging from the beams were deer- 
meat, hams, duck, baskets of berries and maple sugar, 
and as he reached out for them the rug itself melted 
and it was white snow, and his arms turned into wings 
and he flew up to the food and it was birch-boughs on 
which it hung and he was a partridge and it was spring. 

Charles Olson 
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ORIGINAL CASE 


A ball, 
a child’s 
geometry, 
lies in the grass 
of another 

summer. There 
a linden tree 
is green again; 

and light, 
sifting between 
branches and leaves, 
falls upon 
a narrow path 
running backwards 
to a closed door. 
Behind 
its eyeless face 
a sunless room 
contains the chest 
of time. 

In its drawers, 
in small piles of 
fading fabrics 
and camphor balls, 
the folded years 
(unnoted 
by voter) 

have held 
the hero. 

No music 
ever comes to 
articulate 

that silence. 


A. Fredric Franklyn - 
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POEM 


Brother...yours is the hacienda... 
the house, the horse and the pistol... 

Mine is the ancient voice of the land. 

.. Everything remains with you 

and you leave me nude and wandering through the world... 

* but I leave you mute... MuteI... 

, I And how are you going to harvest the wheat 

and feed the fire 
if I take with me the song? 

(poem by Leon Felipe, Spanish poet (b. 1SS4), from Espaha e 
Hispanidad, 1942) translation to English by Carlos Reyes. 


BIRD SHADOW 


Alone with the sun 

I glanced down at the shining sand 

and I appeared 

as gliding wings of gray; 

a myth of life 

far above myself. 

This vision's echo 
rebounding from the sky 
on the wind's soul sailed 
timelessly alone. 

Cool wonders of the self 
are clear and instant 
sharp callings of reality 
voiced and heard in shadows. 

I left as suddenly as I appeared 
and in the sky 

a gull was diving to the sea. 


A 


V. Barrett Price - 
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Hot in June a narrow winged 


A 

NAMELESS 

ONE - by 
Margaret Avison 

long-elbowed-thread-legged 

living insect lived 

and died within 

the lodgers’ second-floor bathroom here. 

At six a.m. 

wafting ceilingward, 

no breeze but what it living made there; 

at noon standing 

still as a constellation of spruce needles 

before the moment of 

making it, whirling; 

At four a 

wilted flotsam, cornsilk, on the linoleums 

now that it is 

over, I 

look with new eyes 

upon this room 

adequate for one to 

be, in. 

Its insect-day 

has threaded a needle 


for me for my eyes dimming 

over rips and tears and 


thin places. 




JUPSON CREWS 



It is a little hard for me to separate my own affection for 
Judscn Crews—as a man who has so often helped me with such 
a quiet sympathy—from my sense of his work as a poet. I feel, 
in this case, no very actual reason to. He is an isolated man, 
despite the continuity of his various activities, as booksell¬ 
er, printer, editor, in all of which one marks the persistence 
of his energy. But he is not a part of a 'group', nor does he 
invite this kind of identification. His poems are singular ef¬ 
fects of the constancy of one man's attention to the oftentimes 
'faceless' reality of a world, which can baffle, hurt, yet call 
for an endless attention and response. 

I am most struck by the character of his language, evident in 
the selection of poems which follows. He feels the v/ords with 
a marked sensuousness? they are 'real' to him, which is to say, 
each one offers itself to his imagination as might the texture 
of wet sand, or silk's softness, or smoke in air. His words are 
volatile. They open into guises of feeling, of senses of things, 
beyond the literal nature of their meaning. Often they create a 
feeling of deep nostalgia, and of that blocked dilemma of feel¬ 
ing which will not be recognized by those to whomeit is offered. 
The women of his poems are so lovely in their being, in that 
they contain forever the reality of touch. But access to them is 
neither simple nor to be taken for granted. They will never be 
'there' so simply for the mind's intention. 

This world, then, is real—as one comes to know it. In it men 
falter, grow confused? women grow tired of their prize. Yet the 
words hold them, in this man’s care. 

Robert Creely - 



A 



* 

Four 

Poems 


by 

J U D S 0 N CREWS 


( 5 ) 



CONCERNING PARTICULARS 


That she made an elf of herself 
was no reflection on the rose 


She dusted his books regularly 
with the feather-duster, otherwise 
an heir-loom 


This graciousness was becoming 
even in the tops of her pajamas 


She forfeited little and less 
than little to chance 

knowing 

the ice man was a gentleman 


But the rose; howin must she 

reflect herself in its color, its essence 


Its dew had evaporated, the petals 
dropped one by one 

or with a jar 

in twos and threes 


His rode, his rose 

wheji flesh she would must be 



/SHE LOVES ME NOT 


The leaf at least 
is neither accidental 
nor the responsibility 
of my frame of mind 

If a flower has sixteen petals 
the last one falls upon 
she loves me not 
and that is final 


Brief cloud, breath of snow 
these crystals as intricate 
as varied—should I seek 
one pattern, one pattern 


Amoung so very many 


MOUNTAIN WINTER 


Frail, bell fire, lonely 
I twitter that death remains 
your twat is hysted 
on a silken pillow 
as love accessible as snow 


I have burned in a frigid season 
sheltered against passion and prayer 
the silk wheron 
your hips are pillowed 
is forested with fear 


The death that came with frost 
I grasped in feverish hunger 


Daniel D. TeoK 
Archival Collection 
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EPITKALMIA 


Wo restless rover 
moon sung and round 


Dappled high 

on your silver haunches 

Hippie spiked and round 
hip loose 

Your cathedral belly 
cradling no want 


Ho moon rover 
snug and homehavened 

Cathedral cradled 
shaft warm and round 


Judson Crews - 
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IF ALL THE UNPLAYED PIANOS - 

If all the unplayed pianos in America - 

The anti^maccassered upright? ip old Radies * parlors 

In the storehouses the ones that were rented for vaudeville 

The ones where ill fame worsened and finally died 

The ones too old for Sunday School helplessly dusty 

The ones too damp at the beach and too dry in the mountains 

The ones mothers used to play on winter evenings 

The ones sighted because of the children growing away - 

Resounded suddenly all together from coast to coast: 

Untuned joy like a fountain jetted everywhere for a moment: 

The whole nation burst to untapped, untrammeled song: 

" / ’••••' •' . ' 

It would make - in short - a most satisfactory occasion, 

A phenomenon which the scientists could never explain. 

Winfield Tovmley Scott - 

.• -< ' - ? - . -’v.| ' j ' \ ' " x . v 
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O TASTE AND SEE 

The world is 

not with us enough. 

0 taste and see 

the subway Bible poster said, 
meaning The Lord , meaning 
if anything all that lives 
to the imagination's tongue, 

grief, mercy, language, 
tangerine, weather, to 
breath them, bite, 
savor, chew, swallow, transform 

into our flesh our 

deaths, crossing the street, plum, quince, 
living in the orchard and being 

hungry, and plucking ** 

the fruit. V 

Denise bevertov - 
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ON THE CONSTRUCTION OF A NEW HOUSE 

Brick is easy. Slapped easily flat upon flat, 
Mortared up to roof of boards sloped for rain 
By six magicians from a chopped-off truck 
Who pat houses onto plots of ground; 

Tom Sawyer's cave, and Plato's, 


Crib and 

calendar, ship, sign, woman. 

This box 

id designed to bury the man 

Who puts 

in grass as I ride by, to and from 


My own box. With the late sun, he kneels 
In the accepted kirad of green prayer. 

I wish him well with his house. 

Strength against what even he, his faith 
In seed, in loam, knows is coming. 

The house stands. Brick is easy, pure. 


George Cuomo - 






PROCESSION 


s 


All the dark women common as twine 
Rise on the night road bearing candles; 

Wrapped in black shawls they wind 

Past bonfires and the dying fruit trees 

Whose branches are black baskets among stars. 

As the dark women walk the winding road 
Shielding their candles with thin hands 
And bending their hidden faces, the night wind 
Begins to stir. Slowly they move now. 

Hiding in a bent freize their old hunger 

For birth, for daughters to star the rough bark 
Of the fruit trees shawled in night. 

The dark women pause, cupping their secret light; 
As the night wind fills its basket of branches. 
Their candles bloom on the night road 
Like constellations waiting to be born. 

Lucile Adler - 


* 


< 

Y 


'nr* 
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SEAEATTLE OP SALAMIS TOOK PLACE OFF PERAMA 


If it weren't for you Mr Jukebox 
with yr aluminum belly roaring 
& thirty teeth eating dirty drx. 

& yr eyes all over the world, star eyes, purple diamonds 
& white brain revolving with its black disks 

in every bar from Yokohama to Pyraeus winking & beaming every 
Saturday Nite, 

what silence there be instead of boys screaming and dancing 
wherever I go— 

Hail Jukebox of Perama with your attendent minstrels & juven¬ 
iles & whores 

and illuminated porches where kids leap to your noise bounc¬ 
ing over the black ocean 

its negro voices screaming 1000 years back in striped pants, 
pink shirts, patent leather shoes on their lean dog 
feet 

sneakers and green pullovers, hanging relaxed arms, hair, feet, 
hips & eyes 

They're jumping and joying this minute over the bones of 
Persian sailors — 

leaning into the light with sexy steps, delicious idiot smile 
and young teeth & flowers in ears— 

Echos of Harlem in Athens! Hail to your weeping eyes New York! 
Hail to the noise wherever the jukebox is on TOO LOUD 
that the Muses are loose in the world again with their big 
black voices and bazookey blues 

the muses with their bongos guitars accordians electric micro¬ 
phones 

Cha cha cha making Havana happy, Mambo moving delicate London, 
Lyre & Tin Clarinet prophesying in Delphos! Crete jumping again! 
Panyotis dancing alone, stepped off drunk from a Krater, Yorgis 
slapping his heels and kicking the head of Cerberus! 
Doobie Doobie reigns forever on the shores! One drachma for 
Black Jack, one drachma brings on Aharisti again, 
Na-ti-the-Ma-Fez, 

Apocalypse Rock, Open the Door Richard, I'm casting A Spell 
On You, End of History Rag! 


Allen Ginsberg - 


Ddnie! D. Teoft Jr. 
Archival Collection 
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Two Poems 
by 

Rene Guy Cadou 


THE OTHER SIDE OF THE SCENE 


Behind the blue screen of the sky aren't 

There boxed orange trees 

And on the ground a gardner's big hat 

Of coarse straw with a hole on the top 

It's suddenly like sunlight at the end of winter 

Somewhere on an old deserted estate 

We think of kitchens fresh as life 

Life at four o'clock in the afternoon 

And we’d like to go up to the warmth of our rooms 

To read next to a vex-y loving young girl 

Perhaps although it would be paradise 

The old earth-smells of the orange grove 

We'd never need memory anymore 

Memories would come like an evening rain 

"Jhich scarcely makes anything wet We'd st^y to watch 

The dead flies and the broken pottery 

And deep down in us but now quite near 

We'd hear the noise of something like a bell 

Which would have spent ages and ages before 

Giving life to the forget-me-nots on the screen. 
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BEYOND THE CURTAINS... 


Beyond the curtains and the density of the hour 
How cold the nights are without you my child 


Sleep and the street are full of hotel guests 
TJho speak loud and break everything when I call you 

And I call you despite everything and I know surely 
That you come back to me in these heartbeats 


That you recreate gentle hands for your use 
And that the soft wind lights up your face again 


So I can see you in the density of the hour 
Like a flame living forever my child. 


translated from the French 
by 

Charles Guenther - 
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A NOTE ON RENE GUY CADOU (1920-1951) 


One of Prance's most promising postwar poets, Rene Guy 
Cadou was born in 1920 at Sainte-Rair.e-Bretagne, in Bridre, 
a land of pine trees and marshes. He spent his whole life in 
that country, except for a few months of military service in 
the Basses-Pyr^n^es and a few weeks' vacation in Auvergne. (He 
avoided Paris with its literary cliques, and was at home only 
in his sabots, as a man of the fields.) He was by profession a 
schoolteacher and taught in at least a half dozen towns and vill¬ 
ages. He was a longtime friend of Michel Manoll and of many 
greater and lesser known French poets. 

Cadou's first book of verse, written in his high school 
days, was Brancardiersde 1'aube (Stretcher-bearers of the Dawn), 
published in 1937. This was followed by some 20 collections and 
pamphlets of poetry including a volume of Poeroes choisis (Sel¬ 
ected Poems), which, with three other books of his verse, was 
published just before his death on March 21, 1951. 

In addition, Cadou wrote two studies on Guillaume Apoll¬ 
inaire; one novel, La maison d'ete (The Summer House), and a 
volume of notes. Usage interne (Internal Use), which his 
friends had published posthumously. A posthumous collection of 
poetry, Helene ou Le R4gne Vegetal (Helen or the Vegetable 
Kingdom), from which these poems were extracted, was published 
by Pierre Seghere (Paris) in 1952. 

Cadou's poetry has drawn high praise from such diverse 
French poets and critics as Pierre Reverdy, Luc Berimont, Jean 
Rousselot and L4on-Gabriel Gros. Ren4 Lac6te describes Cadou’s 
abundant lyricism as "intensely alive, clear and simple, rich, 
soft and tender as the air of our country." 

Ren£ Guy Cadou bore a remarkable physical resemblance to 
Dylan Thomas, and their lives and work shot/ many parallels. v 
Mostly, however, these parallels stem (directly or indirectl^r) 
from their basically similar backgrounds and the ever-present 
influence of Apollinaire and the surrealist tradition. The 
surrealist style in both Thomas and Cadou, as in Apollinaire, 
was often light-hearted and playfull but it was also sometimes 
effectively serious. 


Charles Guenther 








STUDY #1 


Ward Abbott 


Dug firmly 
into 

Mightily, 

there 

A pine 
A mountain 

Dug firmly 
into 

A movement 
of water 

Streams 

Rivers 

A motion 
and in them 

A rock 
a solid 

Roots into 
liquid 

Dug into 
motion 
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THE MAIN STREET 


Pigeons perch on towers 
Of iron and concrete 
And watch the evening traffic 
Of people on the main street. 

Tail lights stream down the black canyon 
Like red ribbons tied to the wind, 

And street lights glow 
Suspended in the dark 
By the contrast of the 
Colourful lights about them; 

That flicker with an air of confusion. 


CROWN 


Understand me here and now 


People want golden crowns 


And so do I 

But for another reason. 


How would you wear your's 

cocked to the side 

Or down 

on your forehead? 

Where would you wear it 
and how often 

would you wear it? 


t 

« 


V 


You knov/ where I would wear mine’ 
around my waist 


TO HOLD UP MY PANTS 

r 

Bryant Cashion - 
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TO THE MUSE 


You're late today, 

minaudering amoving the summer fields 
plunk that little Made-in-Austria Irish harp 

roll your blue eyes and twiddle 

your pale braids 

reminiscence of Lillian Gish, Evelyn Thaw, ladies 
you never heard of? immortal fair 

A 

But here you are, yawing 

Bored with me. I don't believe you're thinking 

of anything 

yet your fingers are grubby 
cigarets, pills 


You sing in a high voice 

a few lines 

indistinctly, not caring, not even amusing 
yourself 


"I wonder," she says... "Oh, 

never mind." 

Smiles at my confusion, 

my hopeful sudden looking up 
********* 

Leaf & branch twist &wave in the breeze 
this pen swings over the page, an equal 
meaning, neither one intelligible 

********* 

I wait dor breakfast to drop out of the sky: 

Foghorns, clusters of churchbells, pale sun butter 

Traffic airplane marmalade 

Salt & pepper avacado branch squeak 

I drink last night's cold tea 

********* 


little black dots: 
these represent bees 
among the leaves & flowers 

********* 


Daniel D. Teoii Jr. 
Archival Collection 



I look at the window frame 

I learn 

this 

I've deceived myself 


Here you are now 

quite unexpectedly, like the death of Proust 
fford says the taxi driver told him, 
" bien inattendu " 

Walk up & down the room 
pick things up and put them back 
wrong 


I've got no letters 
Nobody called up, I can see 
You want me to entertain you with pretty speeches 

Like the king said, 

"Scribble, scribble, scribble, eh, Mr Gibbon?" 


As long as you were coming around here 
you might have brought a fairly big basket 
full of chow 

but then you couldn't have carried it yourself 
the taxi man might bring it 


If you can't say anything nice 


Shut your mouth 


Philip Whalen - 
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POEM 


for Ron Lorwinsohn 


Letters come telling it’s spring already 
in the west — the time of day I come home 
to letters, where the sun sets already 
in that west, all that the wind blew in 


all night and morning, in the dust and snox*, 
and seeped in under the windows. Has begun its 
slow spread to this mountain foot, 
up the valley north from Mexico, in the air 

east from those coasts — even all the metal warms, 
is drawn to, the revolution even might be 
thought or heard about, is warmer, and old 
sashays out the mountain roads to drink beer, to lie 

stripped in the sun, rocks come back out— 
even in the yards as the car goes past, 
and open, spread open--to draw back to, 
metal clinked in the air, beer cans 


clanked down those warmed rocks. 

You stand up and walk off to go piss in the rocks 

and the possibility of any love at all 

there where the pocks fall, where the sunflowers' 


shadows are, 

is all the body ever thinks about, 
legs spread in the air, that covers all 
that space that rolls to west and surrenders 


here its lick and slide to earth — 
springI letters open you all up 
and dust along this blowing blown^on dust 
the cant of voice off those other hills 


that range all the way to love 
and love, and back to love again, 
spread where the legs are spread, 
and letters lie, to piss in the sunlight. 

Kenneth Irby —20 Feb- 64 


(21) 


CONTRIBUTORS 


CHARLES OLSON is working on more Maximus Poems. A. FREDRIC 
FRANKLYN is the associate editor of Tr ace . His work has appear¬ 
ed in many magazines. CARLOS REYES has had work in El Corno 
Emplumado amoung other magazines. He lives in Arizona. 

V. BARRETT PRICE has been published in the New "Mexico Quarterly . 

He lives in Albuquerque. MARGARET AVISON is one of Canada's 
leading poets. ROBERT CREELY'S new book is The Island, a 
novel. He is currently a proffesor at U.N.M.. JUDSON CREWS 
has had poems in over two hundred magazines including Poetry , 
Evergreen R eview , and the Black M ountain Review . He lives in 
Taos. WINFIELD TOWNLEY SCOTT's new book of poems, A Change in 
the Weather , will be brought out by Doubleday in June. He lives 
in Santa Fe. DENISE LEVERTOV is the author of The Jacob's Ladder 
(New Directions), and a new book to appear this Spring. GEORGE 
CUOMO is the author of a novel, Jack Be Nimble (Doubleday), and 
his poems have appeared in many magazines. He teaches at Victoria 
College, British Columbia, Canada. LUCILE ADLER lives in Santa 
Fe. Her poems have appeared several times in Poetry ? and she has 
also published in NMQ , Nation , Southwest Review , Inscape . The 
Desert Review is planning an issue devoted to her work. ALLEN 
GINSBERG'S latest book is Reality S andwiches (City Lights). He 
is now in New York. CHARLES GUENTHER's work has appeared in 
Poetry, Kenyon Review, Partisan Review, The Nation, etc. He 
lives in St. Louis, Missouri. WARD ABBOTT has completed a novel, 
Far to the South , and a book length poem Visions of X; a fantasy 
sequence . His poems have appeared in the New Hexico Quarterly , 
Conception , and other periodides. BRYANT CASHION is beginning 
work on a novel dealing with his New Orleans experiances. PHILIP 
WHALEN is the author of two books of poetry. The Northwest Review 
has brought out a large group of his poems. His work has 
appeared in Evergreen , Black Mountain , etc. KENNETH IRBY's work 
has been published in the New Mexico Quarterly , Matter , Sum . 

Duende (Placitas, N.M.) is due to bring out an issue of his poems. 
The Desert Review Press will publish his first collection. 

ROBERT SWART did the cover photograph. He is an art student 
at the University of New Mexico. 
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